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Picture Perfect Morning 


The big, two-story, picture-perfect farmhouse was quiet except for a dog and Dave. As he closed the guest 
bedroom door, glancing back at his lover who was sprawled across the bed, Dave smiled. The door quietly 


clicked shut and Dave whispered, "Come on, Elvis." 


Elvis was a large Golden Retriever who was as enamored with Dave as Dave was with him. He happily followed 


Dave downstairs to the kitchen. 


Dave rubbed the sleep from his eyes as he fed Elvis his breakfast and gave him fresh water. He stood at the 


sink and yawned, looking out the window. Autumn was in full bloom. 


The leaves on the surrounding oak and maple trees were brilliant hues of reds and oranges. The pumpkins in 
the field were bright orange and plump. And, on a chilly morning like this, there was a thin, glistening sheen of 
frost on the green grass. As if the frost put the very idea in Dave's head, he shivered as he turned the tap 
off. 


After Elvis finished eating and Dave poured a second cup of coffee, the pair went outside. This was their 
morning routine. They arose before the rest of the farm woke and took their walk together. They entered the 


barn first, letting the horses out into the paddock. Dave's favorite was a retired thoroughbred with a white 


streak on her forehead. She was named Cappuccino. He snuck her a sugar cube after a bit of snuggling. 


From there, Elvis rounded up the ducks and sent them off, into the pond. They all waddled and yelled at Elvis 
for disturbing them, clearly not ready to face the chilly fall temperatures. Dave watched them splash into the 
water, destroying its glassy stillness. 


The paid continued on their walk, down the long driveway to retrieve the morning newspaper. As he walked, 
Dave's thoughts turned to David. The chill cut through his flannel shirt and he looked forward to rejoining 
David in the warm bed they shared when they came home to visit. He loved David's body for many reasons. 
Last night, it was because of the pleasure it gave Dave when they made love. This morning, it would be 
because David is a human furnace and cuddling up with him always warmed Dave's chilled frame. And if he 


happened to begin to feel frisky, well, see last night. Dave always felt frisky around David. 

As he paused to pick up a large, light orange maple leave, Dave smiled. Holding it by its stem, he examined it. 
Jagged in its edges, but resilient, it reminded him of David. Its unique color reminded Dave of his lover's golden 
maple hair and bright eyes. Dave brought the leaf to his nose and sniffed it. Somehow, even its earthy, airy 
scent reminded him of David. He tucked the leaf into his shirt pocket and laughed when Elvis brought him the 


rolled-up newspaper. 


"Good boy," he told the dog as he took the paper and scratched Elvis behind the ear. "Let's go collect the eggs 


and then go in" 

Collecting the eggs was Elvis' favorite chore. He trotted ahead of Dave to the chicken coop. The dog even knew 
how to open the door on the pen He lifted the latch with his nose and pushed the door open As he entered, 
several hens made their way out. They would roam the farm, eating bugs and stretching their legs until dusk, 


when Elvis would herd them back inside the pen for the night. 


Leaving the wire basket of eggs in the fridge, Dave quietly took the stairs back up to the bedroom where 
David still slept. Dave stripped down to his shorts and crawled into bed. He wound his arms around David. 


The older man grumbled, "You're cold." 

"| was outside. It's beautiful." 

"Cold" 

"Warm me up." 

David wriggled around and took his husband's face in his hands. "You and Elvis do your chores?" 


Dave grinned and nodded. 


"Good boys." 

"Good boys get treats, right?" 

"Trick or treat?" David asked. He gave Dave a quick kiss. 

"Either. As long as it makes me come." 

Ignoring him for the moment, David went on. "Are you excited for the Halloween party tonight?" 


His husband nodded. "More excited for this, though." He tightened his arms around David and pushed his face 


into his lover's neck and gave him a bite. 
David yelped and smacked Dave's shoulder. "Dave!" 


"lim practicing. l'm going to be Dracula tonight" He snickered and pushed David onto his back, climbing on top of 


him. 


